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rolied by, and I, content,
own lamp, ana kept it bright,

my hair bes
wl:pnd‘kmdu ver light.
then, it chanced, 1 took the book
1ch she

in days gone by,
And ss 1} mhm’:hook 4
My sowi- -1 needs must curse and cry.

'olt% mdd. ::.d‘ lbu.wbu Io_:o'm writ
pencil signs,

As if she bit by bit—

ey

Ah! silvared fool—too late you look!
1 know 1t; et me here record
maxim: Send no girl & book
nless you read it lg].r'urd.
—[Evening Call.

It is true in psychology that what the
mind itself contributes to the making of

& conception, is at least as important as
what the outer worid supplies for that

And ic is no less true that the things
which copstitute our social or morzl or

religious world, are affected as much by
our own shapiog of them within our-
selves, as by the bare materials of them
“&ﬁahpnnh oho mw t
pot the same anv two
readers; each ruduhu‘ohj:n?t Bha:-
spearc—s Sbakspeare y the
l:!o the reader's mind of those
ts in which are akin
the mind of the reader. ?dh.i: it is
single object whic re-
" S Iltj:ght. Each ween
; but each puts something of
ahlo his seeing. The same blue
is shining with joy for one, and is
y pitiless for another. The world
nsature takes on the aspect of our moods
what we think of the world of men,
but the reflection of what we kvow of

we are convinced that truth and

th and purity have died out of the
it is & sure sign that we are sadly

peed of reformation our::lvu If we
recognize nobility in another, itis evi-
dence that the within ourselves is
dead. This power, this habit of

our world into our own image,

with it a certain responsibility.

we are most firmly convinced that

the world needs is some sharp re-

we ought first to question cur-

how much of the wickedness
is really the world’s and how
of it is ownly the shadow of our-

vel
we
m
selves.

How a Drunkard Reformed
[San Franeiseo Call. |
“T had noticed that men who mades
business of buying and sclliug wines in
large quantities sampled them and ascer-

as one might say, bathing their palates
in it—in short, subjecting it to the sever-
est tests by the organs of taste—and then
ejecting it from the mouth without swal-

lowing any.

The remembrance of this came upon
me md:ly when I was perfectly sober
but terri despondent. [ resolved to
wyit. Idid, and bave met with the
most i

success. You may laugh
but it is the n truth. I took a large

drink of liquor, but instead of letting it
pass into my stomach I checked it in m

snd led it for a mioute an
then spit it out. :
To my joy I found my thirst for it al-
most as much as though I had
swallowed the liquor. I have followed

thhilnom-inoa. and have not been
drunk si alm! have led
the liquor, never ing a

rop, as
many as a or more times a day—
the same number of drinks I used to take.

pian is a very simple one, and is, I

believe, the only one for a slave to the
cu »

gﬂn appetite increased ?”’
“On contrary, it has decreased.
By the means I adopted my brain has
clear and strong again, and my
is a8 ss it was before [
a bard drioker. In linﬂg the
liquor I got all the benefit of the flavor
satisfaction to my appetite

without losing my senses.”

A POST-OFFICE HMYTH.

standing offer by the Governmeni, or by
s “benevolent gentleman,” of a large

the public to accept any statement, how-
ever incredible, which offers pecuuiary
sdvantage to themselves.

Hardly s week passes Mpem?ldor
epistolary uiries are not received at
thp-u:nlhh subject, and it is
often difficalt to convince the inquirer

i

g
g

of the victims of this delusions make no
inquiry as to the truth of the tale that
has reached their ecars, but, calmly as
suming to the gospel, limit their inqui-
ries to the exsct address of the person to
whom the stamps are to be sent—whether
there is any restriction to the depomina-
tions of the stamps—whether foreign
stamps will be accepted, ete.

The sober fact is that cancelled post-
age stampe (with one exception of cer-
tain  ancient issues prized by those
afflicted with “Timbromania™) have no
value save us waste paper, and the col-
lection of them is simply a waste of
time. One who has been at sowe pains
to trace the origin of this ensnaring
, reports that be has discovered it
in the fact that about forty years ago an
advertisement appeared in an English
newspaper appealiog to the charitable to
send the cancelled stamps from their let-
ters to a certain address in Brighton to
aid the efforts of a poor lad to cover the
walls of his bedroom with those defaced
effigies of Her Majesty—the promise hav-
ing been made him that on the comple-
tion of the task the expenses of his edu-
cation would be paid for by some wealthy
crank.

The post-office authorities took the
trouble to investigate the matter, and
found that the advertiser was in fact a
lad, but that his education—at least in
onve branch of learning—was already
complete, the stamps sent in response to
his afepeal being cleaned by some pro-
cess had discovered and disposed of
by him at a discount. His “infant” in-
dustry was, of course, quietly suppressed,

eyes of the post-office authorities to the
danger of extensive frauds, measures
were taken to guard agaiost it by the
use of ftugitive inks, which disappear
when any liquid is applied to remove
the cancelling marks. But although
further mischief in that direction was
thus prevented, the youug scamp had
laid the foundation for the most annoy-

ing of myths.

A Preaching Tournay.
[Cincinnati Enquirer.]
Old, but guod, is the story told of the

young preachers who were discussing the
subject of off-band sermonizing, when an

old gentleman declared he always
preached extempore and trusted to the

occasion for inspiration.

A young man declared he never did,
but preferred carefully preparing his
sermons and committing them to mem-
ory.

“Pshaw,” said the old man, “the rea
son you don’t Pmch extempore is be-
cause you can’t.”

“Well,” replied the young one, “I'll
tell you what I'll do. Next Sunday
we'll both preach extempore. I'll preach
in the morning from any text you give
me, and vou preach in the afternoon from
a text I'll give you, and we'll see who
does the best.”

Agreed. The affair got noised abroad,
and a crowded house greeted the young
preacher as he went into the pulpit, and
the old man up the text, from a
verse in Numbers:

“And the Lord opened the mouth of
the ass.”

The young preacher pitched in and
gnphicnlly described the kinds and

reeds of asses, the usefulness, good and
bad traits, and drew a moral and adorned
a tale from all he knew of asseology. The
Sermon was a success,

Evening came, and the old preacher
ascended the pulpit, and the young one
sent up the text from the next verse in
Numbers: “Am not I thine ass?”

The old gentleman rubbed his glasses
and adjusted them, read the text to him-
self, then took off his glasses again and
rubbed them and read the text aloud.
Then be coughed and looked around at
the audience, for the meeting-house was
packed, readjusted his glasses, coughed
and repeated the text aund, bending over
the pulpit, said: “Yes, brother, I guess I
am.’

A Joke Which Mark Twain Enjoyed.
[Exchange.]

“] remember one circumstance of by
gone times with great vividness’ said
Mark Twsin recently to a Buffalo audi-
ence. “I arrived here after dark ona
February evening in 1870, with my
wife and a large company of friends,

when I had been a busband twenty-four

hours; and they put us two in a covered
| sleigh and drove us up and down and
"every which way through all the back
streets in Buffalo, until at last I got
ashamed, and said:

“*T asked Mr. Slee to get me a cheap
boarding house, but I didn’t mean that
he should stretch economy to the going
outeide the state to find it.” The fact
was, there was a practical joke to the
fore which I didn't know anything
about, and all this fooling around was te

ive it time to mature. My father-in-

w, the late Jervis Langdon, whom
many of you will remembar, had been
clandestinely spending a fair fortune
upon a house and furmituresin Delaware
avenue, for us, and had kept his secret
80 well that I was the only person this
side of Niagara Falls that hadn’t found
it out.

“We reached the house at last, about
ten o'clock, and were introduced to a
Mrs. Johnson, the ostensible landlady.
I took & glance around, and then my
opinion of Mr. Slee’s judgment &s a pro-
vider ot cheap boarding houses for men
who had to work for their living dropped
to zero. I told Mrs. Johnson that there
bad been an unfortunate mistake. Mr.
Slee had evidently supposed 1 bad
money, where as I only had talent; and
20, by her leave, we would abide with
ber a week, and then she couid keep
my trunk and we would hunt another

Then the battalion of ambushed
friends and relatives burst in on us, out
of closets aud from bebind curtains; the
property was delivered over to us, and
the joke revealed, accompanied with
much hilarity. Such jokes as these are
all too scarce in a person’s life. That
was a really admirable joke, for that
house was so completely equipped in
every detail—even to the house servants
and coachman—that there was notbing
to do but just sit down and live init.

“Well, the house isn’t ours now, but
we've got the coachman yet. All these
fifteen years he has been x living and
constant reminder of that pleasant jest.

He was a spruce young stripling then,
with his future all before him. He
showed himself worthy of hlfh good
fortune, and it has fallen richly to his
lot—-beyond his most distempered dreams;
he’s got a wife and nine children now.
[ would not discriminate; I would not

mPﬂhlitr. I wish you ull the same
luck.

and, his operations having opened the |

WHAT IS LOYE?Y

“What 18 love?” asks a damsel fair.
Love 1s atwinklhog of the eve,

A letter sweet, and s loek of hair,
A throbbing heart, a Kiss, and a sigh

Sometimes love has untimely fate —
An old man say, with a bulky boot -
Sometimes love s course 15 all but straight,
And ends with & “breach of promise™ suit

—[N. Y. Journal

Position of a Woman's Mouth.
[Philadelphic Call.]

“There now, John, just read thatand
maybe you will throw away that horrid
cigar!”

“Read what 7"

“Why, this in the paper. A member of

the recent Woman's Congress says it is a
nice thing for a man to keep his mouth
fit to be kissed.”
- “Hump! That may all be; but it
is also a nice thing for a woman to keep
her mouth in the right position to be
kissed.”

“The right position?”

“Yes, shur.”

Wants His Chureh Subseription Back,
[Buttaio Express.|

Ata recent weeting of the Universalist
parish in Augusta, Me., a big gun of the
church made so singular a request that
the newspapers shrink from prioting his
uame. He stated that he had become
poor, and he asked the society to refund
to him the same of 2 000, which he sub-
scribed toward the erection and msinte-
nance of the church building some twen-
Ly years ago.

He bas not yet got the money, and it
will be strange if he does. Though the
petitioner’s name is not given, he is so
particularly described that anybody
who has a file of blue-books cav hunt him
down.

He is said to have held luerative Fed-
eral offices almost contiruously for
twenty years or more. For years he was
Minister to one of the European courts
at asalary of 7,000 a year. Then he was
Minister to a South American republic
at a salary of £10,000 a year. If this is
not & warning against office-holding,
what is it? Not a warning aguiost
charitable giving, surely, for if the
$2,000 had not been given it would un-
doubtedly have been squandered as the
donor's other income was,

A Hint to the Nihilists.
[San Franeisco Post ]
It is remarkabie what bad shots these

nihilists are. Here, they have fired, first
and last, about four and a half pounds of

bullets at the present czar and the Em-
peror William; but instead of turning
those well-known parties into portable
tead mines, no particular harm has been
done. Not 0o muchas a two-bit watch
crystal has been broken, so far, and the
public—particularly the newspaper fra-
ternity—is getting tired of so many mis-
cures, especially as the socialists, dynami-
ters and infernal machine builders are
selling equally Jow in the pools. Itis
about time somebody made a record,
and, in this convection, we are glad to
notice that Captain Bogardus and Dr.
Carver are about making a tour of
fiurope.

Communists and other dissatisfied
stockholders could bardly do better than
avail themselves of the services of these
excellent marksmen.

It takes an American to shoot straight
after all.

Their terms are reasonable, and they
could be relied upon to waft to a happier
land than ours at least forty-five mon-
archs out of a possible fifty, on an aver-
age—dukes, prime ministers and heirs
apparent in proportion. We don’t see
how the nibilists can make any progress
otherwise, as the box of four-bit cigare
filled with nitro-glycerine, recently sent
the czar, failed to explode, and a lot of
Awerican depot doughnuts donated to
the kaiser, were referred by that tyrant
to the ordnance department, under the
impression that they were =ome new kind
of patent grape-shot. There is, seriously
nothing left but to arrange the imperial
sweep-stakes for the captain at once, and
if he fails there is the “Dr.” who is
known to be even more deadly with
the rifie than he formerly was with the
sre?cription, which is saying a great

eal.

THE WAGES OF SIN.

———

How California Millionaires Have
Been Bled by Wicked Women.

[San Franeisco Letter.

Some few years ago an eccentric
Frenchman died here possessed of a cool
million or 20. He had no heirs, but
there were a score of nephews and nieces
in France. When bis will was opened
it was found that the old man had pro-
vided Jiberally for all, and to Sallie
Hinchley, a former well-known actress
who has lived here for many years, he
had left an annuity of $200 a month, te
be paid her so long as she lived. But
Sallie pooh-poohed this provision. She
began suit at once, claimed to be the
wife and to have dower-rights, and all
that, and she made such a hubbub as to
scare the French heirs out of their wits,
and they gladly compromised, Sallie
took £80,000 in cash in liea of her an-
nuity, and $100,000 besides. She now
lives in fine style bhere, and though
no longer & young woman by any means,
is attractive and leads a quiet aad re-
spectable life.

The dead Ralston was a prey to ad-
venturesses as long as be lived. He was
& man of open immoralities, and num-
bered his mistresses by the dozen. His

bachelor apartments of Commercial
street, which occupied a whole floor and
were fitted up in regal style, were the
scene of many a champagne snpper to
choice but soiled coterie of friends
After his death his estate was not only
attacked, for the excellent reason, per-
haps, that there was nothing to be gained
by it, for Raiston died a praper. Sharon,
who took charge of his affairs and wound
up the estate, did, however, pay some
small sums to two or three of the women
who had been dependent upon Ralston,
and by that means secu “quit-claim
deeds,” so to speak. Out of the wreck
of the Ralston estate was saved for his
window the country residence known as
“Little Belmont” and $75,000 to support
the family. This bas all been dissipated.
Mrs. Ralston got into evil habits and
contracted evil associations. Her proper-
ty is now all gone, and she has, it is be-
lieved wholly lost the respect of her old
friends and ber family.

W. 8. O'Brien, the dead bonanza mon-

arch, thought he would save scandal and
money, too, by fixing up matters with
sll his cher amies ore his death.
“Uncle Billy” bad been oue of the boys

aaid :

in his earliest duve, and later on at the
period of his ailuence he had pot forgot-
ten the companions of his more youthful
jova. It was said that there were no less
than four ladies who lived handsomely at
M. O Brien's expense during his later
vears. Not that they were all his mis-
tresses by any mesos, but at some time
or other in their lives he had relations
with them, and he felt the obligation to
care for them. *“Uncle Billy” was ill
for several months before he dwed, and
during his illness he took his old partner
and friend Fiood into his confidence,and
between them they provided for ull the
ladies in the handsomest mapner. To
each was deeded the beautiful house she
dwelt in and a sutlicient sum to support
it, together with furniture, horses, car-
riages, etc. Rumor put the cost of sll
this to Uncle Billy's estate at -$600,000
but it was all done quietly, and not a
soul but Flood knew, From each of the
ludies was taken a cust-iron document
signed, sealed and delivered, releasing W.
S, O Brien and his estate from any claim
whatsoever.

But alas! Uncle Billy forgot one 1n-
amorata of the days of bis poverty. A
Mexican woman in humble life called
one day at the Nevada Bank after
(' Brien’s death and asked to see Mr.
Flood. The latter recognized her at
once, She had been a “friend” of Uncle
Billy’s when Flood and O Brien kepl
the “Auction Lunch and Saloon.” The
woman, who seemed quite poor, asked if
Mr. O'Brien had not left her some little
keepsake. Flood said he had not. “He
must have forgotten me,” she said, and
then she pulled from her pockets a bon-
dle of yellow, faded love-letters of Uncle
Billy’s, written in & mixture of pretty
bad English and korrible Spanish, and
“He used to think so much of me;
I was greatly shocked to hear of his
death.” The woman did not ask for
anything, but the cool-beaded Flood
knew that he must get those letters, for
an innocent woman with that budget
was too dangerous a quantity to allow to
run loose in a community filled with
hungry and unscrupulous lawyers. He
sent for his co-executor, J. V. Coleman,
nephew of Uncle Billy, and the two took
the woman into a private room. What-
ever took place there nobody knows, but
the letters passed into Flood’s possession,
and it was afterwards learned that the
O’Brien estate was charged with $40,000
“legal expenses in securing certain quit-
claim deeds.”’

A Cat With a Tail of Fire,

It often happens that the rat is accused
of being an incendiary, and many are the
destructive fires Jaid at his door,or, rath-
er, hole. It is said that he gathers stray
matches from the floor and ecarries them
in his mouth to his hole, and there, by
experiments or carelessness, be fires them
off to set the building ablaze. But prob-
ably the first case on record of his old
and arch enemy, the cat, being accused
of incendiarism, was that which oceurred
last Monday afternoon on O. D. Ed-
wards' place, five miles from Macon, on
what ix known as the river road.

It seems that the small boy, as in most
cases where mischief is connected, is ac-
cessarv before the fact. Three or four
little negro boys took hold of a caton
the premises and wrapped a piece of
small wire around Tabby’s tail. To the
end of the wire they sattached a piece
of cotton saturated with kerosene oil.
This they set on fire, and then they
took a seat on the fence to watch and
see which way the cas would jump.

Tabby sat on her haunches for aminute
or o, probably to study out what the
boys had done that seemed (o them so
tunny. Then suddenly she smelt a rat,
or, most likely, the buruing cotton, and
dashed off at a rate that would have
shamed a rabbit.

On one side of the dwelling-house was
a crib filled with hay and fodder. Into
this crib the cat shot, but she did not re-
muin long. Her flaming tail bad ignited
the fodder and hay, and the room had
become oppressively warm. Mr. Edwards
saw Tabby as she emerged from the crib,
and thinking it strange that her tail
should bear such a close resemblance to
the tail of a comet,watched her,with his
back to the crib, that was last being
eaten up by the flames.

He saw ber rush into the crib on the
other side of the dwelling, and then saw
her dart out sgain and head in the dir-
rection of the river. She had set fire to
that erib also, and beifore Mr. Edwards
or his hands could get any water, §1,000
worth of eribs, hay, fodder, cotton seed,
oats, ete., were cnmplvtpl_v destruyed.

Wanted an Emblem.
{ Detroil Free Press. ]

A man called in at a carpenter shop
on Clifford street yesterday and said he
was in busivess in the western part of
the city and wanted an emblem to hang
on the front of his building.

“What kind of an emblem had you
thought of 7’ asked the carpenter.

“Well, I daunno.”

“What business are you in?’

“I run a saloon.”

“Ah! How would a beaver do?”’

“There ain’t enough water in my
business to support either a fish or a bea-
ver.”

“Might take an eagle?’

“T'oo common, and the Eagle saloon is
only a block away.”

“How would a rooster do?”’

“Well, I haven't much to crow over,
and the Democratic party seem to own all
the roosters in the country.”

“Then take a bee-hive.”

“What does that represent?”’

“Industry. The bee is ever busy, you
know?”

“\"\'ell, Iain’t and the business is a lazy
one.

.“A"gilded ax or hammer would look
nice.

“Yes, but that wouldn’t do. [Ull state
the case and then, perhaps, you esn sug-
gest something. I am $400 1n debt, my
wife has run away, and I am sick and
tired of the business and want to go West
and bang myself. If you've got any
emblem for that state of affairs trot her
out.”

The carpeuter had to decline the job.

A Hnotly Question.
(Dolby’s Recoliections of Dickens. ]

Mr. Dickens told me , with a good deal
of unction, that her Majesty had during
the interview graciously asked his opin-
ion on the “servant question.”

Could he account for the fact “that we
have no servants in Eogland as in
the olden times?”

Mr. Dickens regretted that he could
not account for this fact. The price of
provisions, the cost of butcher's meat
and bread were next hightly touched up-
on, aud so the conversation ri on
agreeably to au agreeable end.

A Treat in Store jor Charlie.
[New York Times)

Two young ladies entered 2 cignr store
and one of them said timidly:

“Have yvou any choice cigars sir? 1]
want them for a present.”

“Oh yves, Miss,”" replied the tobacconist,
“we bave any choice you want, from a
cent apiece up.”

“I think I will take some of the one-
cent ones, then, if they are choice. |
bad no idea that choice cigars were so
cheap. Won't Charlie be delighted?
she said to her companion as they left
the store. “Poor boy! He is so fond of
a choice cigar, and they will taste all the
beiter,” she added, with a little blush,
“for having come from me."

The Letter Carrier,
[Bishop Simpson.}

“Itis a many-sided convenience to
bave letters brought to your door. It
saves time, traveling and expense; and
to be relieved of all anxiety, we must

have faith in the intelligence,the honesty,
the industry of the carrier.

Men ssing such qualities are in
deman], and should be paid according
to their worth. Exposed to all westher,
sultry heat, freezing cold, pelting storms,
foot sore, leg weary, burdened with bis
precioul load, the faithful letter-carrier
18 at the door with the missive of absent
love, of some new honor conferred, of
some fortune bequeathed.

Next to the coming of friend and
lover, of father and brother, the coming
of the letter-carrier is watched by beau-
tiful womanhood. “Blessed are the
feet of him who bringeth glad tidings.”

Lucky Fridays.

Friday, long regarded as a day of ill-
omen, has been an eventful one in Amer-
ican history.

Friday, Columbus sailed on his voyage
of discovery.

Friday, ten weeks after, he discovered
America.

Friday, Henry Il of Eogland gave
John Cabot his commission, which led to
the discovery of North America,

Friday, St. Augustine, the oldest
town in the United States, was founded.

Friday, the Mayflower, with the Pil-
ﬁrims. arrived at Plymouth, and on Fri-

ay they signed that august compact,
the forerunner of the present Constitu-
Lion,

Friday, George Washington was born.

Friday, Bunker Hill was seized and
fortified.

Friday, the surrender of Saratoga was
msde.

Friday, Cornwallis surrendered at
Yorktown, and on Friday the motion
was made in Congress that the united
colonies were, and of right ought to be,
free and independent. |

Americans surely
alraid of Friday.

ul!ght not 1to be

Catehing the Morning Train.
| Max Adeler, in Exchange.]

I find that one of the most serious ob.
jections to living out of town lies in the
difficulty experienced in catching the
the early morning train by which I must
reach the city and my business. It is by
no means & pleasant matter, under any
circumstances, to have one’s movements
regulated by a time-table, and to be
obliged to rise to breakfast and to leave
home at » certain hour, no matter bow
strong the temptation to delay may be.
But sometimes the horrible punctuality
of the train is productive of absolute
suffering. For instance: [ look at my
watch when I get out of bed, and find
that I have appareutly pleuty of time,so
Idress leisurely and sit down to the
morning meal in a frame of mind which
is calm aund serene. Just as | crack my
first egg | hear the down train from

Wilmington. [ start in alarm; and
taking out my watch I compare it with

the clock and find that it is eleven
wminutes slow, and that I have only five

minutes left in which to get to the
deput.

Just as I get to the gate I find that I
bave forgotten my duster and the bundle
my wife wanted me to take up to the
city to her aunt. Charging back I snatch
them up and tear down the gravel walk
in a frenzy. I do not like to run through
the village; it is undignified and it at-
tracts attention; but I walk furiously. I
go faster and faster as | get away from
the main street. When hulf the distance
is accomplished I actually do hear the
whistle; there can be no doubt about it
this time. I long to run, but I know that
ifI do I will excite that abomipable
speckled dog wsitting by the sidewalk a
little distance ahead of me. Then I
really see the train coming around the
curve close by the depot, and I feel that
I must make better time; and I do, The
dog immediately manifests an interest in
my movements. He tears after e and
is speedily joined by five or six other
dogs, which frolic apout my legs and
bark furiously. Sundry small boys, as I
go plunging past, contribute to the ex-
citement by whistling with their fingers
and the men who are at work upon the
new meeting house stop to looﬁoat me
and exchange jocular remarks with each
other. I do feel ridiculous, butI maust
catch that train at all hazards.

I become desperate when I have w
slacken my pace until two or three wom-
en who are standing upon the sidewalk
discussing the infamous price of butter,
scatter to let me pass. [ arrive within a
few yards of the station with my duster
flying in the wind, with my coat tails in
a horizontal position, and with the
speckled dog nipping at wy heels, just
as the train begins to move. I put on
extra pressure, resolving to get the train
or perish, and I reach it just as the last
car is going by. I seize the hand-rail, I
am jerked violently around, but finally,
after a gesperate effort, I get upon the
step with my knees, and am hauled in
by the brakesman, hot, dusty, and mad,
with my trousers toru scrost the knees,
my legs bruised, and three ribs of my
umbrella broken,

Just as I reach a comfortable seat in
the car the train stops and then backs
up on the siding, where it remains for
half an bour while the engineer repairs a
dislocated walve. The anger which
burns io my bosom as I reflect now upon
what has proved to have been the folly
of that race; is increased as [ look out of
the window and obeerve thespeckled dog
engaged with his companions in an alter-
cation over a bone. man who permits
his dog to roam about the streets nip-
ping legs of every one who happens
to go at a more rapid gait than a walk,
i‘; _unfit Ef[or mmltig: with civiw

i e ought to be placed on a
mni?hnd in mid-vcean, and be compell.

! to stay there.

| —

tiful,
[Chicago Tribune. |
Window-dressing is a distinet trade,
but there is no school in which it may
be learned. The window-dresser is not
made, but born. He is essentially an
artist, with an artist’s delicate sense of

must possess a practical knowledge of
those effects which appeal most strongly
to the multitude. The earnings of the
window-dressers depend upon their abil-
ity. The man who can arrange a window
which is a banner of beauty and in
itself a plea to the person who views it to
step in and buy, can, of course, command
a higher salary than the decorator whose
work is a slender beauty. There are ar-
tists in the profession, as in all other
trades. It is characteristic of the best
men that they require the fewest materi-
als to produce their eflects, A few
plumes and ribbons, a pot of flowers,
some velvet and s hat or two and the
window-dressing chief will turn the mil-
liner's window Into a dream,

Good men command a salary of from
£100 to £125 a wmonth. In isolated in-
stances the rate paid s much higher,
But the former sum and steady employ-
ment are generally opsn to any young
wan who has taste and invention and
@n display botk in window-dressing.

Early Man in America.
According to Prof. Brinton, of the

Academy of Natural Science, many
important traces of early manare to
be discovered in the Mississippi Valley-

Near St. Paul begins the modified
glacial drift of an intermediate glacial

period. Fifteen feet below the surface in
it are found stone implements and remains
of workshops,

In Patagonia remasins of fires, tools
and implements of bone were found.
These things indicate a somewhat ad-
vanced stage of civilization and were
left by men who lived here before the
horse was extinet. From these things it
is inferred that a race, with race ty
and characteristics, existed here as
early, if not earlier, than elsewhere on
the globe.

The characteristics of the American
race is color ranging from copper to
white ; stiff hair and little of it; foreheads
retreating, compressed at the sides, and
low; eyes straight; wvposes dissimilar;
mouths large; chio round, small and
regular; expression hard and unpleas-
ant.

The sexes are much alike in appear-
ance when they do not wear garments
fashioned for the purpose of distinguish-
ing them. The higher the development of
man, the more pronourced is the distine-
tion between the sexes.

Popular Authors as Performers.

["Gath” 1o Cinemnnati Enquirer. )

Several popular authors have been

successful amateur players, at the head
of whom stands the name of Charles
Dickens. This distinguished novelist
indeed, would probably have become the
most successful comedian of his dav bhad
he mude thejdrama his profession.

Byron was also a very clever amateur
performer, notwithstanding his lameness,
He says in his journal: “When I was a
youth I was reckoned a good actor. 1
played *Penruddock’ in ‘T'he Wheel of
Fortune,” and also ‘Tristam Fickle’ in
‘The Weathercock,” in some private the-
atricals in 1806, with great applause.
The whole went off with great effect on
our good-natured sudience.” Byron was
an admirable mimic, and delivered the
above mentioned prologue, which con-
tained a hit at each of the other perform-
ers, and with the addition of tone wan-
ner was highly comic.

Washington Irviog was also a very
clever amateur performer, and while at
Dresden united with the Fosters and
other English society in Pruducing
“Three Weeks After Marriage,” his role
being “Sir Charles Racket.” Irving
afterward took the part of “Don Felix”
in “The Wonder,” and had his histrionic
talent been cultivated he might have
reached distinetion on the atage, though

his rank as an author rendered this un-
necessary.

The earliest idea of private theatricals.
however, is found in the “Tempest,”
which is one of Shakspeare's most beau-
tiful dramas, “Prospero” honors the
marriage of “Ferdinand” and **Miranda”
with a simple but exquisite dramatic
performance, the players being, as he
SAYS:

**——Spirits which by mine art

I have from their confines call'd to enact
My present fancies.”

The Reason Why.
| Bridgeport Post.]

My son, there's nothing on earth so
mysteriously funny as a newspaper ad-
vertisement. The prime, first, last and
all the time, object of an advertisement
is to draw custom.
It is not, was not, and never will be
designed for any other human purpose.
S0 the merchant waits till the busy sea-
son comes and his store is so full of cus-
tom he can’t get his hat off and then he
rushes to the newspapers and puts in his
advertisement.

When the dull season gets along and

there is no trade and he wants w sell
goods so bad he can’'t pay bis rent, he
takes out his advertisement. That is,
some of them do, but occasionzlly a level
headed merchant putsin a bigger one
and scoops all the business, while his
neighbors are making mortgages to puy
the gas bill. There are times when you
couldn’t stop people from buying every-
thing in the storeif you planted a can-
non iehind the door, and that's the time
the advertisement is sent out on its holy
mission. It makes light work for the ad-
vertisement, for a chalk sign on the side-
walk could do all that was needed and
have a half holiday six days in the week,
but who wants to favor an advertisement.
They are built to do hard work, and
should be sent out in the dull days when
a customer has to be knocked down with
hard facis, and kicked insensible with
bankrupt reductions and dragged in
with irresistible slaughter of prices be
fore he will spend a cent.

That's the aim and end of an adver-
tisement, my son, and if you ever open a
store don’t try to get them to come when
they are all ready sticking oat of the
windows, but give them your advertise-
ment right between the eyes in the dull
season, and you wax rich and own a fast
horse, and perbaps be able to smoke a
good cigar once or twice a year. Write
this down where you'll fall over it every
day. The time w draw business is when
you want business, and pot when you

Men Whoe Make Shop Windows Beaue |

color and appropriateness. Morever, hLe |

A LOGGER'S STORY,

Thrilling Incident in the Pineries of
Northiern Michigan.

[Chicago Tribune |
| “For a young man I have done pretty
| hard serapping in the Rockies and min.-
ing regions of New Mexico and Arizona,
hut a few days ago | had the worst scare
in my life in the lumber districts of
| Northern Michigan.”

The speaker was & young man of some
| 27 years, dressed in rough-and-ready
| style and wearing a frizzly tow beard,
| He shifted the position of his broad

shoulders as he lounged back in an easy
chair in the Sherman bouse office, puffed
his cigar vigorously, and then con-
tinued :

“It was= one bitter cold day, and I had
got up at 6 o'clock to rouse the wen and
get the sprinkler out. The air seemed
full of blue steel and cut to my marrow

like a razor.

One of the teamsters got scared out
and played off sick, so I had to take his
place. When we had got a good load [
took the reins and sat down on the butt
of the logs, leaving the two loggers on
behind. Of course about twenty feet of
the load hung off the last bob.

The road was a sheet of ice, for the
sprinkler ran over it every morniog, and
the horses were sharp-shod, so we slid
along smoothly till we got to the slide—
a pretty steep incline ending in a turn
which was mighty sharp for a road sixty
feet wide. Assoon as we started down
iy hair began to stand on end,
for the horses galloped like fury to keep
ahead of the bobs which were slewing all
over the road. 1T got so paralyzed and
nervous that when we approached the
turn I reived in too suddenly.

“T felt the front bobs jump one way
and the back bobs the other. The hind
ends of the logs whistled through the
air like willow switches, and I heard the
loggers yell: ‘For God’s sake, —— —
The next thing was a loud snap! snap!
snap!—like three t(remendous paper-
erackers —as the big log-chains broke
like s0 many cotton threads. Did you
ever use a switch sling? Whirl it round
and round your hpas, you know, till a
sudden twist sends the apple off the end
and spinning ioto the air? Well, that
is the way I felt, and that is just what [
thought of as I was shot off into the air,
over, and over, and over, till I struck in
a snow drift some 100 or more feet from
the road.

“When I struggled back through the
snow I found the horses trying to kick
loose from the few bits of harness that
dangled about them, the bobs tangled
around the trunk of a small pine tree,
and the logs scattered to the four winds.
One logger crawled back to the road with
a fractured leg, and the other soon fol-
lowed with a dislocated shoulder.

“One had struck a tree and the second
had landed against a stump. They after-
wards told me in camp that these things
were not at all unusual, and, as 1 had
some pretty heavy bruises myself, I con-
cluded that I was not made to boss a
lumber camp.

“So I was driven to town the next
day to telegraph the management that
the head teamster was filling my place,
and that | was on my way to Chicago;
and you bet your life T am glad I did
it.”

Was Justifiable.
[Arkansaw Traveler.)

A well known planter of south Arkan-
jaw, a man who has exhorted at more re-

vivals than any worker in the state, had
srouble last week. While hauling cot-

on along a muddy road, one of the
steers broke the yoke and ran away.

[he old fellow sat down on a log and
aid :

“Lord you know pretty well what [
bave dove for the church, and how many
privations I have stood without 8 whim-
per of complaint.  If you have observed
me very closely, you know that I never
said & word when my fences were washed
away, and that even when Josh Chandler
beat me in & law «uit, 1 did not murmur
but now, after mature consideration, I
am compelled 1o say something. Damn
that steer. I think that under the eir-
cumstsnces | am excusable. Very few
men would have stood as much as [ have
especially 8 man whose wife is in a flout
half the time, so I submit the question:
Don’t you think that I am justifiable in
the course I have this day taken! Here
I am stuck in theemud. By the time I
can get another team the boat will be
rone, and I'll have to leave my cotton or
ﬁqul it back home. If I leave iton the
bank, somebody will steal it, and if I
take it back bome, Anderson will catch
it with a mortgage. 5o, you see, I am
peculiarly situated, and am, before any
court in the world, or ont of it either,
justifiable in remarking, damn that
steer.”

A Chinese Ly _II;P_IITI‘I‘.

[Celestial Empire.]

Just outside the west gate of Shanghai
city is « small hamlet where lived an old
man and his son. The latter made it a
practice of calling upoun his father for
money whenever he was in want of it,
until the thing got rather monotonous
for the father, who remonstrated with
his son, and, being saucily replied to, the

father attempted to apply “parental cor-
rection” on the son.

The son, in rage, then caught hold of
the door-bar and brought it down with
such force on the father's skull that he
cracked it and killed the old man. The
peighbors, hearing the row, assembled at
the door of the house where the murder
was committed and captured the sop as
he was endeavoring to escape. .

The members of the father’s clan were
then called together, and at a solemn
conclave it was decided to administer on
the spot, the law set aside for parricides, ;
instead of appealing to the magistrates, |
which invariably causes delay, and per-
haps the murderer might effect his escape
in the meantime, So the parricide was
bound hand and foot and just without .
the hamlet a hole was dug, and the|
wretched murderer consigned to its
depths. r

The mud was thrown into the hole,
and the members of the elan stamped by
turus on the grave until it was on a level
with ground, and so, without Jeaving a
mound or any marks to point out the
garricide’s grave, the assembied crowd

ispersed silently to their daily voen-
Lione,

The Arctic regions are not without
their pleasures. The Esquimaux girls
are very pretty, dance, sing, and do not
care fur ice cream. Hot drinks and w
rus blubber are their peculiar vanities,

have more business that you ocan attend

to already. _

and sealskin sacques are sold at two iron

hoops and ten-penny vail




